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tip by the side of the Governor and the guests
queued up to be presented to him. Behind him
stood the surgeon in attendance, which was not
saying very much for the guests. So we were
presented, one by one, our names being read out
from a card we carried to show we were not gate-
crashers. Then we moved to the refreshment bar,
where the scene was like that of a bunch of school-
boys scrambling for a free helping of ice-cream on
Founder's Day. When the Governor had finished
hand-shaking he came to where we had assembled
to partake of his own hospitality. He smiled
vaguely at some of us and proceeded to sit at the
only table in the grounds. From the four hundred
odd guests he sent for about half a dozen and
invited them to his table. But the rest of us stood
around and watched our host sitting comfortably
at a table. And that was Society in India.
It would be impertinent of me to criticise the
manners of the high and the mighty. But there
was in me a feeling of humiliation at the treatment
given to us by those who were paid out of Indian
revenues to entertain us. Maybe some day someone
will explain this away, but it is because our Society
is so much in the habit of toadying to those in high
places that we continue to sign our names at Govern-
ment House to be treated like a herd of cattle and
allowed to pasture on those sacred grounds. But
nobody among all those important people who were